The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Were they that murdred our Emperours brother. 

And they it were that rauilhed our filler, 

‘For their fellfaults our brothers were beheaded, 

Our Fathers teares difpifde, and bafely coulcnd. 

Or that true hand that fought Romes quarrcll out, 

And Tent her enemies vnto the graue. 

Laftly my felfe vnkindely banifhed, 

Thegatesfiiut on me and turnd weeping cut. 

To beg rciiefe among Romes enemies. 

Who drovvnd their enme tie in my true teares. 

And opt their arm cs to imbracemeasafriend, 

I am'the turned forth be it knowne to you. 

That haue preferude her welfare in my blood, 

Andfrom her bolome tookc the enemies point. 
Sheathing the fieelein myaduentrous body* 

Alas you know I am no vaunter I, 

My fears can witnes dumb although they are. 

That my report is mft and full of truth, 

But foft,me thinkes 1 doe digrefietoo much, 

Cyting my worthies praife, Oh pardon me 
For when no friends are by,mcn praife themfelues* 
Marcus. Now is my turne to fpeake,bchold the child, 
Of this was T amora cieliuered, 

TheiiTueof an irreligious Moore , 

Chiefe architect and plotterofthelc woes, 

Theyilkiineis aliuei nTitus houfe. 

And as he is to witnes this is true 3 

Now iudge what courfehad Tttus to reuenge* 

xhefe wrongs vnfpeakeable pad patience. 

Or more than any liuing man could beare. 

Now haue you heard the truth , what fay you RomainesS 
Haue we done ought arriiifre,fiiewvs wherein, 

Andfrom theplace whereyou behold vs pleading, 

The poore remainder of o Andronicic, 

Will hand in hand, all headlong hurle our felucs, 

And on the ragged Rones beat forth ourfoules. 
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ofTitusAndronicus. 

And make a mutual! clofure of our houfe. 

Speake Romans fpcake,aiid it you fay wee Shall, 
lo hand in hand Lucius and I will fall . 

EmtlltHs. Come come thou renerent man cl Rome, 
And bring our Empcrour o cm l v in"jhy hand, 
lucius our Empcrour for well I kr.o \v, 

T he common voice doe cryicihall be fo» 

M arcus. Lucius ,all hade Romes royall Em er.m, 
Goegocintoo]dT««xlbrrowfull houfe. 

And hither hale thatmisbelicuing Moore, 

To bcadiudgefome dyrefullflaughtiing death. 

As punifliment for his tnoft wicked life, 
lucius all hatfc Romes gratious gouernour. 

Lucius. Thankesgcntlc Romanes may I you erne fo, 

T o heale Romes harmes, and wipe away her woe, 

But gentle people giue n:c aynie a while, 
Fornattueputsmeto a hcatiie tafke. 

Stand all a loofe but vnckle drawyou neare. 

To Hi ed ob fequious teares vpon t his trun k e, ~x~ 

Oh take this warme kifTe on thy pale cold lips, 

Thcfe forrowfull drops vpon thy blood flame face, 
Thelafl true duties ofthy noble forme. 

Marcus. I care for tcare, and lotting kifTe for kiffc. 

Thy broth cr Marcus tenders’o n thy lifts, 

Oh were the fum me of thcfe that f lT.ould pay, 
Countlcfleand infinite, yet would I pay them. 

Lucius. Come hither bov come, come and learncofvs 
Tomelt in fhowers, thy Grandfire lou’d thee well, 

M any a t i m e hee daun ft thee on his kn c e, 

Song thee a fleepe his louing breft thy pillow. 

Many aftorichath he told to thee. 

And bid thee bare his prettic tal es in rninde. 

And talke of them w hen he w as dead and gone. (lips, 

M arcus. How manie thoufand times hath thcfe poore 
VVhen they were liuing warmd themfelues cn thuxe. 

Oh now fweetc boy giue tbein their lateft kifTe, 

Bid 


